the necessity of that, but we must pray that the Lord may
make her way clear before her. You see, she has been brought
up, hitherto, in the so-called Church of England/

Our positions were now curiously changed. It seemed as if it
were I who were the jealous monitor, and my Father the
deprecating penitent. I sat up in the coverlid, and I shook a
finger at him. 'Papa,' I said, 'don't tell me that she's a pedo-
baptist?'1 I had lately acquired that valuable word, and I
seized this remarkable opportunity of using it. It affected my
Father painfully, but he repeated his assurance that if we united
our prayers, and set the Scripture plan plainly before Miss
Brightwen, there could be no doubt that she would see her
way to accepting the doctrine of adult baptism. And he said we
must judge not, lest we ourselves be judged. I had just enough
tact to let that pass, but I was quite aware that our whole
system was one of judging, and that we had no intention
whatever of being judged ourselves. Yet even at the age of
eleven one sees that on certain occasions to press home the
truth is not convenient.

Just before Christmas, on a piercing night of frost, my Father
brought to us his bride. The smartening up of the house, the
new furniture, the removal of my own possessions to a private
bedroom, the wedding-gifts of the 'saints', all these things
paled in interest before the fact that Miss Marks had made a
'scene', in the course of the afternoon. I was dancing about the
drawing-room, and was saying: *Oh! I am so glad my new
Mamma is coming/ when Miss Marks called out, in an un-
natural voice, 'Oh! you cruel child/ I stopped in amazement
and stared at her, whereupon she threw prudence tq the winds,
and moaned: *I once thought I should be your dear mamma/ I
was simply stupefied, and I expressed my horror in terms that
were clear and strong. Thereupon Miss Marks had a wild fit of
hysterics, while I looked on, wholly unsympathetic.and still
deeply affronted. She was right; I was cruel, alas! but then,
what a silly woman she had been! The consequence was that
she withdrew in a moist and quivering condition to her
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